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Along  the  old,  old  highway 
Strange  phantom  folk  appear; 

They  come  from  every  by-way, 
The  ghosts  of  yesteryear: 


Seeking  Adventure  as  of  yore, 
Still  searching  for  Romance, 

Re-acting  deeds  done  long  before, 
Without  a  forward  glance. 


And  if  you  watch  the  highway 
With  eyes  inclined  to  see, 

Visions  of  a  by-gone  day 
Will  greet  you  constantly. 


*    *  * 


Watch  this  war-deckt  Indian; 

How  stealthily  he  goes! 
Swifter,  swifter,  savage  man, 

Nearby  lurk  deadly  foes. 


Forth  with  fearsome  screams  they  rushed 

Here  fell  a  Huron  brave! 
Forever  was  his  war-note  hushed; 

The  highway  shields  his  grave. 


Now  comes  a  valiant  band  of  men 
With  flags  of  France  unfurled; 

Explorers,  traders,  priests,  to  gain 
Foothold  in  a  new  world. 


The  legends  of  that  mighty  feat 
Are  told  in  song  and  story; 

And  stately  monuments  complete 
The  measure  of  its  glory. 


A  file  of  cumbrous  wagons 

Is  slowly  jolting  by; 
With  song  and  jest  and  flagons 

Their  passengers  still  try 

Through  the  long  hours  of  the  day 

Discomfort  to  beguile; 
Sturdy  pioneers  are  they 

Who  travel  in  rude  style. 

*  *  * 

Hark!   Do  you  hear  a  bugle's  blast, 
The  sound  of  marching  feet? 

Red-coated  troops  are  swinging  past, 
An  enemy  to  meet. 

Not  far  away  the  foe  was  met, 

A  battle  fought  and  won ; 
The  enemy    when  sore  beset 

Was  glad  to  turn  and  run. 

*  #  * 

A  coach  and  four  dash  through  the  mi 

Saw  you  a  smiling  face 
Peep  forth  to  greet  the  cavalier 

Whose  mount  the  coach  doth  pace? 

To  York's  fine  fete  they  journey, 
There  mingling  with  a  throng 

That  celebrated  victory 

With  cheers  and  joyous  song. 


Indians  bedecked  for  war; 

Stout-hearted  pioneers; 
Men  of  France  come  to  explore; 

Soldiers  and  cavaliers: 


Still  do  they  come  in  calm  and  storm 
To  haunt  the  old  highway; 

Unmindful  of  its  modern  form, 
Unheeding  our  to-day: 


Seeking  adventure  as  of  yore. 
Still  searching  for  Romance, 

Re-acting  deeds  done  long  before 
Without  a  forward  glance. 


If  sightless  eyes  might  scan  the  skies 
And  there  spy  aircraft  soaring; 

Could  ears  that  hear  not,  once  surmise 
The  traffic  that  goes  roaring 


Along  the  way,  while  close  at  hand 
On  winding  bands  of  steel 

Leviathans  traverse  the  land, 

What  would  these  phantoms  feel  ? 


Methinks  no  longer  would  they  yearn 

Old  journeys  to  pursue; 
Nor  would  they  to  their  haunt  return, 

Its  modern  scene  to  view: 


Content  to  leave  Adventure 
In  shining  new  array, 

The  living  to  forever  lure 
Along  the  old,  old  way. 


*    *  * 


